That set him to a pint of -ale,
An' either douce or merry tale,
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made hirnsel3

Or witty catchesg
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale,

He had few matches*

Then up I gat? an' swoor an9 aith,
Tho' 1 should pawn my pleugh and graith^
Or die a cadger pownie's death,

At some dyke back5
A pint an5 gill I'd gie them baith

To hear your crack,

Butj first an' foremosts I should tell,
Amaist as soon as I could spell,
I to the crambo-jingle fell,

Tho' rude an' rough,
Yet crooning to a body's sel3

Does weei eneugh.

I am n&poe^ in a sense,
But just a rhymer^ Iike9 by chance,,
Aus hae to learning nae pretences

Yet5 what the matter ?
Whene'er my muse does on me glance,

I jingle at her.

Your